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master was before he studied the science of war, could be sent
home to his bottles. I was preparing to send him to the bosom
of his wife and family, and to the bottles, when he elected within
the mess of those guarding German prisoners again to " throw
a horrible drunk," He was placed under arrest and sent back
again to my care. It was two days before he was sober, and he
spent these in what had formerly been a Chinese latrine. When
he reappeared, I considered the best possible manner in which
to deal with him, having regard to the numerous instructions
which I had received, and the fact that I still desired to retain
for my battalion its most honourable record, was to pack the
fellow home. I demobilized him. I hope, since he caused me
unmitigated anxiety, that he has made his pub a paying pro-
position, so that the wife and children for whom he professed so
much affection have been kept from starvation's door.

But though I had demobilized the Quartermaster I had not
heard the last of the case.

There appeared one day at the door of the shanty, which I
occupied as an Orderly Room, a general. I had never seen him
before. He informed me that I was under his command. He
was with me for twenty minutes. A day or two before his arrival
I had been instructed to hand the whole of my machine-gun
transport and equipment, with the exception of the rifles on
strength, into store. Although these were taken out of my hands
they were still under my charge. Machine-gunners were there-
fore without arms, and intermixed with demobilization, which
occurred in spurts as authority felt it could grapple with the
problem, I was continuing a pretence of providing higher
education, while nearly all the men were alternatively on twenty-
four-hour guard or sleeping off its effects for a further twenty-four
hours. I had also made protests, couched in more vigorous
language as time went on, suggesting that beds be provided or
alternatively material from which to make them, that it would
be nice to have somewhere for recreation, and that although a
fortnight had elapsed since we arrived in Rouen no one had had
a bath. There was no hot water, nothing to heat it in except
teapots, and most of the cold water of the camp, at any rate, did
not flow because the pipes were frost-bound. The retort to my
protest was a note from the General Staff of the city that they
had observed that my men did not salute well in the streets, and
that, therefore, for two hours daily the Battalion was to be
engaged in disciplinary marching drill with fixed bayonets. My